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yard on Sunday mornings, still in shirt-sleeves,
these are too insignificant to count much. Even
at such moments nothing is so distant and unreal
as the Sunday night on which it all began. It
is always a melancholy sight to see a farm-hand
and maid gravely attempting to imitate some-
thing which, if it is to succeed at all, calls for
quite different qualifications.

Juha ought to have had experience enough of
the treacherousness of Sunday afternoon's spell
of liberty. Had it not once at Tuorila led to a
shameful beating? But the common property of
all vice is that at the decisive moment it compels
its victim to forget altogether the consequences
of previous indulgence, and the vice of enjoying
to the full one's liberty is no exception.

One could indeed hardly expect a person at
Juha's stage of development to extract wisdom
from hidings and Monday morning wearinesses
and then take that wisdom for guide. Every
Sunday evening, especially in summer, he set
out to roam the village. He went to dances,
although even the polka was too difficult for
him. Sometimes he became a party to a mild
spree. Nothing serious happened to him on such
occasions. He was often present when a fight
started, but was never among the victims. He
was cautious about buying drink; for some
reason he was afraid to club money with others
for the purchase of spirits. Again it was not